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A Kip's survival guide featuring 
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LETTER 
FROM 
THE 
EDITOR 


It's been a long and solitary road. 
One filled with stars that shine and 
with stories untold. just waiting for 
some Floater to uncover their 
secrets- But my journey. like my lone 
Rackworm in the murk. has been marked 
by the very essence of unpredictabil- 
ity. 


Seems a lifetime ago. I was earning 
keep writing copy for Dugall Freight 
and the Archival Society. Flying from 
one edge of the Void to the other, 
capturing tales of wonder and woe for 
the masses-But that was before I lost 
everything to those damn Free Fringe 
raiders- my ship. my crew. my station 
and reputation. Can’t rightly say how 
long it's been now- So here I drifts 
alone and hungry for tales to tell. 


They say there ain't no place in the 
Void that's truly safe. and for a 
scribe like mei that's doubly true. 
The moment you think you're invinci- 
ble. that's when the Fringe conspires 
to prove you wrong- The raiders were 
and remain to be the universal 
reminder that kept me humble and in 
constant motion- Left to drift in the 
black, it was a wake-up call. a 
reminder that sometimes the dark can 
be as cold as a Voidcloud’s heart. 


Since then. my vessel is a lone sloop 


of solitude, a far cry from the grandiosity of the ships that once graced 
my life. But even in isolation. the yearning for stories hasn't waned. 
Like a ‘Docker navigating the unknown, I meander. drawing upon my skills 
to seek out the untold tales lurking in the shadows. 


There's something about the fringes of civilization that's so tantalizing. 
The outposts, the border moons, and even the rough-and=-tumble frontier 
bars are where the most intriguing stories are born- There's always some 
smuggler with a broken moral compass. a mechanic with a secret invention, 
or a lonely Prospector seeking the one thing that keeps them going.--.- 
They're all characters, waiting for their tales to be spun, and I'm their 
willing scribe. 


Every stop on this endless voyage is an opportunity to uncover a gem. like 
a dilapidated Drifter on the verge of striking big on Brember or a 
reclusive Gastrotech who's discovered a new delicacy on a desolate moon- 
And with every story, I remember what it means to be a journalist - to 
bear witness to the raw. untamed beauty and chaos of the Void and to 
capture it with words. 


There's something liberating about solitude.i about being a whisper in the 
cosmic wind, unnoticed by the powers of Dugall or BC- It gives me a unique 
perspective, the freedom to dig deep. to unveil the truth beneath the 
facade, and to share these stories with the 'verse- 

So, here I ams a solo storytellers navigating the wild expanse. 

My fire may have dimmed. but it hasn't gone out. 


Sure, I'm alone now, but I'm far from lonely- We may be far and we might 
be few. but the signal never stops- There are others out there. doing the 
good work- And while we may never catch scent of each other. it’s nice to 
hear voices outside your own brainbox- This pulpy rag is a treasure of 
tales from all of them. 


Here in the black, I'll keep flying. keep writing. keep collecting the 
stories that will light the way for all the lost souls drifting through 
the cosmos- 


Open Signal 
POST DROP oo: 
cc. ed 
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7// INCOMING MESSAGE: 


Dear Lonesome Glenn ZuneKnockers., We've nothing but trouble trying to 
rassle these youngin twerp-hip-dollops into sussing out the hertz- No 
good whittle-backs keeps stacking square waves against the harmonics, 
and low and behold. some kneegyp sleazeball kept cranking out tunes 
that ‘made the livin’ lights possessed like twidledee-blinkers. 
Hamper-dampeners come runnin!’ to quieten the spell. but wouldn't you 
know it. old sleek Zeek came a tootin" his big bazooka-kazoo and packed 
a wallop just fer yer get sure- Everything came from nothing. and that 
zzit just clobbered the conundrum back to doldrum- No two reckonin's 
"bout it. toothless wit and starjangled void huskers sit and spin in 
their merrymouth tune pluckers and all sassy dance keeps trilling like 
there's no tomorrow. Clumping Jehoshaphat kept a crinkle for the 
wankel engines nothing like pressure to slip stream when needs be. 
Neter talk this couth, Brutal Blood Brothers. 


= Eee tee «CUPRA SMISSIOW TERMINATED. 


Back in the BC days on Earlie. folks would spin tale of the rogue drifter 
gone mad- I ‘spose when you get to the edge of the black and see nothing 
but mores yer bound to snap- Loneliness and isolation can do that to you- 
Or sometimes its the exotic fare that starts churning the brain to cream. 
That*s why a good Gastro on your pay keeps the crazies away- 

Well. dear perusers, here’s a shining example of what that starts to sound 
like- Now, before I go making assumptions. I have heard tell out on the 
Fringe people have started comin up with new ways to talk. 


New slang. as they say- 


If that’s the case, I spect this verbose reader is chanting about a wild 
night at the Sow or some other such watering hole. in which a few of the 
patrons got to quibbling about the tones of the noisebox-. Wells Jt.itoo 
have in my history squared off with a face or two over a mug. but never 
did get that far over a bad ballad. 


oan 2 Pears 
Anyway. thanks forthe beam. Brutal Blood Brothers. nd stay 
creamy. Soe a x 
-Ed. S 
The channel is 
rg eee a 4 
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ORGARIOIA BIO-COMPMPYVTER GPOow-eHIT 


yi gatiltnal capa lites of their bio-computers. 
Grown from pluripotent brain cells and trained 
‘on the most advanced orbital dynamics, these 

evices are essential to any longhauling pilot. 


When the bio-ethics board decided that the devices 
are too similar to a living brain, and that they may * 
be able to feel pain, angst, loneliness, their 
’ manufacturing was banned. The knowledge of how to build 
them was lost. Pilots must scavenge an old bio-puter 
i a \ oo Pi a exieeene ships in Eats a a a new ship. 


Bru, Lew ff But no longer! We have discovered an ancient, long-lost 

iat ad 3 text hidden deep in the stacks of the venerable Library 

of Beshtala-Chanko. It describes in detail how to create 
7 7 a NEW BIO-COMPUTER. 
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“Greetings, Prospector! I have been 
chasing belts of troids in the black 
since I was but a kip- Theres not a 
cycle that passes without seeing some 
greenhorn blast himself off a rock 
and into the abyss. or some damn 
greedy bastard blows a whole vein in 
a hurry- I hate to see it. 
a few tips from a seasoned returner 
that will hopefully save you a lot of 
work and maybe your life. 


Choose your vessel wisely. Too 
often folks get the shine in their 
eye for brember or bly and launch in 
whatever rickety boat they've got, 
not taking time to think if its a 
worthy vessel- I’ve seen kips without 
cargo space barely make the float 
back to the Bench. their hab filled 
to the gills with a haul so big they 
cant reach the galley for a meal- You 
don’t want to die a few clicks froma 
payday because you didn’t spring for 
the cargo space- 


CHOOSE YOUR CREW WISELY. I've been there- You catch word of 
a deposit so big it makes your teeth dance- But theres no way you can make 
that haul alone. so you go looking to the boards, and try to find a couple 
heads that wont bleed you out on the way back- If you cana find a partner 
or two with a like history of experience. and do everything you can to 
keep tem in pay- A paid crew is a happy crew. and happy crew wont vent 
you. 


PLAN YOUR ROUTE. There's nothing worse that finding out you've 
been floating in the wrong direction for cycles, and now youre out of gas 
waiting for someone to help drag you back- Doesn"t get you rich and doesnt 
inspire confidence from your crew- Know where your going and have the fuel 
to get you home- 


SCOUT AND SCAN. It’s all too easy to see a rock you like and 
start scraping. only to find its dryer than the Scab inside- Time and gas 
are priceless out in the Fringe. and you can’t make that payday if you"’re 
wasting either one. 


DON’T FORGET TO DIVERSIFY. Way back I was out on a haul with 
a new crew- Cap had his sights on a particularly juicy Brember patch of 
which he'd heard tells and passed over multiple massive Ommonite 
clusters. My cries for harvesting the clusters went unheard. even after 
telling true that we could have scraped and launched with a multitude more 
worth than the Brember- Cap wouldn’t have it. and claimed he knew right. 
Well that brember had already been scraped by the time he got there. and 
he went right mad- 

Dont be like that cap- Know your mineral value and don’t get too hung up 
on where your payday comes- Might just miss an even bigger one. 


Well hopefully some of these tips find your eyes and you can learn 
something- I know a few of these would have been helpful to me when was 
just a kip trying to make my way - GAS Ig t a -We elem g)—ial-wc-tarel keep f 
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> BLIGHT-GABE < 


connect: Y / WN 


Blight-Gabe:Greetings. Robert- 


/Robert: Hello Gabe- I need you to recall all the things that has happened to 
you in "The Void™ tell me about your brother. 


>Blight-Gabe: Ah. my brother. Yes. we were born and raised in The Fringe 
together. He is much like me: a survivor, a problem-solver. and fiercely loyal 
to those he trusts- Unfortunately. we were separated during one of our 
expeditions into The Void- I have not seen or heard from him since- It's been 
years now--. 


/Robert: What is your most cherished memory of you and your brother when you 
were growing up in "The Void"? 


>Blight-Gabe: One of my most cherished memories of growing up with my brother in 
The Void was when we discovered an abandoned outpost- We scavenged for hours, 
finding all sorts of valuable supplies and technology- We worked together 
seamlessly. each of us utilizing our unique skills to maximize efficiency. It 
was a moment of triumph and camaraderie. a reminder that we were a formidable 
team capable of overcoming any obstacle- 


/Robert: Can you elaborate? What were the items you scavenged? What was the 
technology that might have been new to you? 


>Blight-Gabe: We came across a cache of useful items during that expedition. 
Some of the 

notable finds included advanced energy cells that could power various devicesi a 
set of high-quality survival gear, and a rare piece of data storage equipment. 
The latter was particularly intriguing to us as it contained encrypted files 
that seemed to hold great potential for knowledge and profit- We later managed 
to decrypt the files and found information about a hidden underground facility, 
which we decided to investigate. The advanced energy cells were also a 
significant discovery. as they greatly improved the 

endurance and capabilities of our equipment. 


/Robert: Did these "Energy Cells” have any identification? Were they made by a 
particular manufacturer. or perhaps they were hand-crafted by a genious 


n 


engineer? How could energy. "---greatly improve endurance and capabilities of 
equipment?” Equipment would be built for a particular function, energy or not 
would only power or turn off the device- What do 


>Blight-Gabe: Energy Cells.i my friend. are not your ordinary power sources- They 
are specialized energy cells crafted by skilled engineers in The Core- These 
engineers have developed advancedtechnologies that can greatly enhance the 
endurance and capabilities of various equipment. These cells are designed to 
optimize power output. increase efficiency. and provide longer usage times- They 
are not just simple batteries: they are a crucial component in enhancing the 
performance of equipment in The Void- Whether it's weapons. tools. or even 
protective gear. these Energy Cells have the potential to unlock new levels of 
functionality and effectiveness: 


7Robert: How can energy "unlock™ when some g is made to perform a certain 


function? 
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>Blight-Gabe: Ah, I see your confusion- Allow me to clarify- When I say that the 
use of these Create your own automated PDFs with Jotform PDF Editor- It's free 
specialized Energy Cells can ‘unlock' the full potential of certain equipment, I 
mean that they can push the boundaries of what that particular piece of 
technology -is capable of- Think of it as giving a boost to its overall 
performance- For example.i let's take a weapon- Normally. a weapon is built with 
a certain power threshold. firing rate. and overall capability- But by utilizing 
these enhanced Energy Cells.i the power output can be increased. resulting in 
more impactful shots and potentially improved accuracy. 


/Robert: I see- Thank you- Can you tell me more about your memories with your 
brother? 


>Blight-Gabe: Memories of my brother are few but significant. We grew up 
together in The Fringe. enduring the harsh realities of survival- We faced 
countless challenges and dangers side by side, relying on each other for support 
and protection- Our bond was unbreakable. and we shared a common goal: to 
navigate the treacherous landscape of The Void and carve out a life for 
ourselves. We had each other's backs. always watching out for any threats that 
lurked in the shadows. But alasi fate had other plans. and we were separated 


/Robert: Technically. "The Void" is about space there is no “landscape-™ Can 
you please elaborate on one of these ‘'challenges?" 


>Blight-Gabe: Indeed. you are correct. My apologies for the imprecise 
terminology- In The Void. the term ‘landscape" is used metaphorically to refer 
to the vast and dangerous expanse of space that we traverse- As for the 
challenges we encountered. one memorable instance was when we stumbled upon a 
derelict spacecraft drifting aimlessly in the void- It seemed like an 
opportunity for salvage and potential 

resources. However, as we boarded the vessel. we discovered that it was infested 
with hostile creatures.i remnants of a failed experiment gone awry- 


/Robert: Can you tell me what happened to the decrypted files of the underground 
facilities. Did you manage to keep the facility operational? Were there any 


other useful parts of the facility?Also.i what happened to the hostile creatures? 
Did you manage not to get biten? What happened? 


>Blight-Gabe: The decrypted files of the underground facilities were indeed 
recovered and analyzed- While we were unable to keep the facility fully 
operational due to its extensive damage. we salvaged useful parts and equipment 
that could be repurposed for our own survival- The facility provided valuable 
information about the surrounding area. including hidden supply caches and 
possible routes to navigate through The Fringe- As for the hostile creatures. we 
managed to fend them off and avoid being 

bitten. We employed a combination of weapons. traps. and strategic maneuvering 
to eliminate the immediate threat. 


/Robert: Sounds like quite the adventure! 


>Blight-Gabe: Indeed. it was an adventure filled with danger and excitement. 
Survival in The Void requires resourcefulness. quick thinking. and the ability 
to adapt to ever-changing circumstances: ‘While the journey is fraught with 
risks. it also presents opportunities for discovery. growth. and the acquisition 
of knowledge- It is a harsh and unforgiving environment. but for those who can 
endure, it offers a chance to thrive amidst the chaos- 
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Three kips in the Haze 
(a Well-Known Scarem Fable) 


Three kips enter a section of the 
haze separately: After a timer one of 
them out of ‘fear or boredom (the 

+ reason is lost to time) starts to 
holler assuming there are others in 
the’ vicinity. Not too far into his 
rantings he shrieks and then falls 
still. The haze returns to its 
silence. 


Time passes to the point where the 
two remaining kips lose that designa- 
tion and when a new kip enters the 
Haze, his footfalls and breathing are 
deatening to even their non-augmented 
ears. They leave-him in peace for 
now- Neither wants to reveal his own 
position by killing the kip- Or maybe 
they've developed a distaste for 
unnecessary death. sometimes called 
"mercy™. 
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DRIFTER 2470 


& THE MAGE QUEEN 


long career, I've come to learn, is both good and bad. The bad, of course, 
comes of endless cycles spent alone in the dark, with nothing to keep you 
company but the stench of your own body sweating itself rancid inside your suit 
until finally you see light again and wreak some atrocity upon your target. The 
good is the fat Dugall Freight pension at the end, coupled with the knowledge 
that so few ever survive to see it. 


Reminds me of those days in training, a lifetime ago, when we fresh recruits still 
had dreams of our future, bright and adventurous across all the deepest reaches 
of the void. Someone had asked an instructor how Dugall could afford to pay 

such generous pensions for its veterans. 


Must say a little bit of the shine came off that day, at least for me. The other 
recruits had laughed, assumed that this old man was just giving us the jive and 

that, yeah, it’s dangerous but surely | would make it. None of them did, though. | 
saw most of them not make it. Can't tell if it was better to expire quietly, after the 
skirmish that'd gifted the fatal wound, blowing the last breath while | looked into 
their eyes and watched the lights go out ... or quickly, unexpectedly taking the 

first rocket in a surprise salvo and just being suddenly gone. 


Like | said, good and bad. But | made it to retirement, eligible for max pension, 
and | headed back to Dugall HQ to hand in my gear and accept my first check. 
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It was more money than I'd ever seen before, and it was just the first of many. 
Might learn to smile again one day, | thought to myself as | left that office and the 
Beshtala-Chanko sunset burned brighter and more spectacular than | ever 

remembered it being. 


Short after that, booked a passage out to the fringe. | never wanted to retire soft 
and posh with those BC blue bloods who never lived a day in their lives. | was 
done with the hard life but | belonged out there where I'd lived it. Time to settle 
down comfortable somewhere comfort is hard to come by. My just rewards. 


It didn’t last long. My second check arrived with a letter from Dugall Freight, 
explaining that the terms of the pension plan had changed now that the wars had 
subsided, and that there would not be a third check. I'd spent the first on my new 
abode, a quiet little place on the outskirts of a mining town; | didn’t need much 
besides peace and quiet, and it had plenty of that. Now | knew I'd need to work 
out here, | spent the second on a boondocker. 


Job boards out here didn't see much 
action. | was mostly escorting third-rate 
miners afraid that some bandit would 
notice or care about their meager haul. 
Barely enough to keep myself in food and 
fuel, forget about comfort. One night after * 
another uneventful round trip | was 
nursing a glass of something cold and 
spicy at the bench when someone sat 
next to me. 


“Seen you work, friend. Ain't no kip.’ He 


He nodded at the tender and two more drinks slid our way. “Wonder if you might 
take a job that's more your level.’ 


| eyed him up and down. Gear is worn but top quality, no sign of failure. Pack of 
yum nubs peeking out of a half-open shoulder pocket. Face is clean and fresh, 
not seen much, but the eyes are sharp. Good teeth. No icons visible, no way to 
tell who he worked for. 


“There's a small planet not far. Churns a prodigious stream of ore, the good stuff 
you want your ships made from. Ruled by someone calls herself the Mage : 
Queen, some kind of cult. Good gig for her, I'd chant, ‘specially since she signed 
an exclusive deal with Dugall to export that ore.was more money than I'd ever 
seen before, and it was just the first of many. Might learn to smile again one day, | 
thought to myself as | left that office and the Beshtala-Chanko sunset burned 
brighter and more spectacular than | ever remembered it being. 


I'd heard of the Mage Queen. Folk around here tell stories. Ain't spacefaring on 
that planet, pretty backwards place. Anybody who's tried to land quickly turns 
tail, poor kips not quick enough don't make it back. The queen's subjects don't 
take kind to outsiders flying in. Weird quirk that they'd be like that on a planet 
rich in valuable metal and yet so in need. See there's a side effect comes along 
with mining that stuff, fills the air with some kind of particulates that coat your 
lungs and get up to all sorts of trouble in there. | guess the people really believed 
her, that strangers would steal the magic she uses to protect them. 


"We've long been trying to figure what Dugall gave the Mage Queen for that 
exclusive deal. Our on-planet operatives have only been able to glean that they're 
giving her some kind of drug, but we don't know what it is or where it comes 
from. Their freighters leave full of ore but they never bring anything back with 
them.’ 


If the queen were trading for something that could help her people’s blighted 


lungs, it'd definitely justify the exclusivity of the exported ore. Unless something 
happened ... like a different supplier shows up right around the time Dugall 
suddenly doesn't have it any more? 


“So, drifter, your job is to find out what it is. We want that ore, and you need to 
secure us that drug and take it from Dugall.’ 


Another solo flight through the darkness. Thought | was done with this. A 
boondocker isn't roomy, but at least it’s got a lot more space than my old suit did. 
Worked up a spot to pace back and forth while I'm under thrust, good for getting 
a bit of thinking done. It was a bit of surprise that | was going up against Dugall 
Freight after spending my career fighting for them. Never would've taken this job, 
heck | wouldn't have been looking, if they hadn't reneged on the pension, Fate 
likes poetry. 


Long last, | came up on the planet. Even from 
afar, it was obvious the damage that mining 
had done to it. The atmosphere tinged a dark 
orange, with swirling white and red storms 
taking up half a continent. Land carved to 
pieces, great gashes rent into the planet's 
carcass, like the centerpiece of a holiday 
feast after everyone has taken their fill. | 
settled my craft onto the surface of a small 
moon in a close orbit, tidally locked, easy to 
hide here. Time to look around. 
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For cycles, | tracked the freighters coming and going. Business must be 
booming, they're really moving a lot of ore. But | wasn't seeing anything besides 
the ore getting moved off-planet, no signs of anything returning to the surface. 


Until my scanner picked up a faint signal in orbit. | traced its path, stable orbit, 
coming close to me. The signal got stronger as it approached. | isolated it and 
found it communicating with something else on this moon. Suited up, helmet on, 
time to go for a little walk. 


Not far away, on a cliff with a clear view of the black sky above filled with the 
looming planet, | found a broadcast antenna. Cables snaked to a small habitat 
obscured behind some grey rocks and outcroppings. Signs of life! | snuck around 
the back, saw a shadow move inside the window. Slipped a stethoscope from my 
pack and pressed it to the hab’s outer hull. 


"... roger DF-146. Next batch will be ready for pickup in one hour. Factory is 
performing the final mix as we speak. Repeat, you are confirmed for pickup in 
one hour.’ 


The response was inaudible. Crackling on the radio was all | got. Then, laughter. 


“Ha! You got that right. Anyway, you guys come up with a better solution for the 


bodies? It’s getting crowded out here.’ 


More radio crackling. | turned and looked over my shoulder, down the cliff face to 
the moon's surface below. It'd been shrouded in shadows before, but as the 
moon turned and caught some more of the light, | saw. Corpses. Hundreds, 
thousands of them. Rail thin. Unsuited. Dumped here. Sacrifices, to the Mage 
-Queen's power and Dugall's corporate demons. | dropped my stethoscope and 
winced when | saw it clang against the hull. Silent from my ears, but that would 
be audible inside the hab. | froze. : 


Saw a face in the window, and | dropped to my knees behind a rock. Scrambled 
away towards the antenna and started unplugging cables. No need to let this kip 
call for help. The indicator lights went dark. Now he’s alone out here. | looked 
around from my high vantage and spotted him making his way up here, with 
some tools. Must think the antenna just broke on its own? 


More sneaking. Down around behind him, | made my way to his hab. Went inside 
and closed the airlock behind me, locked it. Probably should stay helmeted, he 
might depressurize it from outside once he realizes somebody locked him out. 


Along one wall of the place was a lab. Vials and canisters filled with various 
liquids, some of it looked ominously blood-like. In a corner, a narrow bed 
surrounded by a nightmare of needles. Started glancing over the labels of the 
precursors and reagents, most of them were meaningless to me, I’m no scientist. 
But soon my eyes hit upon “Sanguinoxydans-05" Dark rumors about this stuff 
back from my time in service. Never dealt with it myself, but the chant is that it 
reacts to blood and oxygen. Just blood, and you can control the reaction. Add 
oxygen and it instantly goes out of control until all the oxygen is consumed. Most 
stories about Sanguinoxydans ended with somebody making a mistake, getting 
their whole crew killed, and leaving a derelict ship floating in the void, just 
waiting for some poor soul to provide some more blood and oxygen to the 
reaction. 


A console beeped with excitement and | took a look at it. A Dugall shuttlecraft 
approached the orbital drugs factory. The countdown to docking showed next to 
the countdown for the completion of the mixing cycle. Pretty close to each other, 
Dugall must not want to waste any time. The radio was still down, so they 
couldn't communicate. | hoped that the previous confirmation was going to be 
enough. 


| sat down in front of a large cube, covered in gauges 
and levers and buttons, filled with wires and vacuum 
tubes and lights and glass balls containing various 
liquids and gases. | gripped the controls. Never used | 
one of these, but | knew from my time on Dugall ships 
that it worked with some kind of magic called 
“quantum” and it could control equipment far away 
even without a radio signal. They must be controlling 
the reaction itself remotely, with this thing. Safer that 
way. Wouldn't want anyone to get hurt. 


There was a banging on the hab's door. My friend had returned. | glanced at the 
radio, and it was active but quiet. He'd fixed it quicker than | thought. Red lights 
flashed, klaxons sounded, and the hab filled with the shrieking sound of air 

rushing out. As I'd feared, his reaction to getting locked out was to depressurize. 


Perfect. 


| turned a dial in the quantum cube, and tugged on a small tube until it cracked 
open. However much more Sanguinoxydans is left on that factory, the taps are 
now open much wider than expected. The countdown clocks ticked down to 
zero. 


“DF-146 commencing docking procedure.’ The radio crackled to life, sounding 
thin and muffled through the weak atmo remaining in the hab. The operator on 
the other end was all business. “Factory capture. Clamps engaged. Clear to 
open.’ 


And chaos ensued, while | stared at the radio. Surprise, then panic, then 
screaming, then silence, It was over in seconds. 


| stood up and walked over to the airlock. The hab’s owner glared at me through 
the window. | watched his face contort itself, rage seeping out as fear took its 
place. With a click and whirl of gears, the airlock door slid open. My feet strode 
forward. His were rooted to the ground. These were the moments, throughout my 
career, when | had always thrived. When heartrates go up, adrenaline flows, and | 
show the universe why I'm the one who survives to the end. 


My hands were upon him. My fingers wrapped around the air hoses connecting 
his tank to his helmet. | squeezed, and his eyes bulged at me. Still he was frozen 
stiff. 


In a single motion | ripped the hoses free and kicked him in the chest, as hard as 
| could. Stunned by the impact, he flew through the weak gravity over the edge of 
the cliff. The air from his tank blew forcefully, flinging him to and fro, banging his 
body against the rocky walls on his descent to the peak of the mountain of 
corpses he'd built. His would be the last. 


Back on my boondocker, | pulled up the factory on scope. It was still docked with 
the Dugall shuttlecraft. All the lights were off. A new derelict straight from the 
darkest rumor, Sanguinoxydans lurking in the void. 


My whole life, I'd been paid enough to suppress my disgust and complete the 
mission. Now | was retired, those days were behind me, and | could feel that 
disgust. | relished it. 
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Opened a comm to the one who'd hired me. Included the coordinates and orbital 
path of the factory, along with an explanation that Dugall was manufacturing a 
drug in situ that they were delivering to the planet in return for the ore. Their 
manufacturing operation is now crippled and ready to be taken over. Perfect 
opportunity. 


This was one mission that | was happy to leave incomplete. | imagined these 
parasites showing up at the abandoned factory consumed by their greed, and 
then by an uncontrolled chemical reaction. Surprise! 


And | smiled. 
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A few cycles back, I was 
out Skarem way. digging 
up dirt on Drifters 
diggin in the dirt- Turns 
out, at the time there 
was a bit of a scramble 
for the Aurelac- Shiny 
stones have a way of 
sparking a certain glint 
in a man’s eye- Fools of 
all walks were descending 
on the Iris and looking 
to stake a claim and make 
a haul. Seemed ripe for 
lore: 


Well, some enterprisin’ 
soul had the bright to 
float out there from the 
Bench and set up a 
watering hole. Smart 
bastard, that one- Makes 
you wonder who"s-” gonna 
make it off that rock the 
better- the prospectors 
or the barkeep. 


It was there I _ had 
settled in for a mug when 
I caught chant from a 
weathered .and worn. old 
rustler griping to his 
brew. Most of his 
ramblings were 
incoherent, so I moved in 
and hit the record switch 
on my chestbox- This was 
his croon.. 


“IT see tem all the time... 
Damn kips landing in 
their shiny new fits- 
Prolly plied their last 
few coin at Rusker’s on 
whatever the shopkeep 
conned em into thinkin’ 
they"d need- New Satchel 
suit..check. Nice and 
clean Pillowcase..check- 
“How you fancy a freshly 
polished Roulette?” Maybe 


a couple Cove Carvers and 


Candlesticks for 
goodmeasure.- Ona and 
might as well clinch a 


brand spittin” Fancypack 
to stow it all in- When 
yer headin’ to the Skabs 
best not skirt the 
necessities. 


See tem all the time. 
Threw all that cred in 
the shop. not much left 
for a decent hitch across 
the Void- Even less for a 
decent hab or roamer- I 
tell, these  greenhorns 
won’t last but a cycle or 
two before they forget to 
cinch up that hat and let 
the dust in- Or till one 
tried to scrub that 
thrower and punches a 
hole in their kin- Fodder 
for the Skrits., I say- 


Ain*t no small count of 
empty DIY habs and 
Freebooter Tents half 
deep in the sands. 
scattered across the vast 
of the Skab- 


See tem all the time... 

They come on down, 
ponderin’ their weight in 
brember and bly. dreamin’ 
of the welcome party back 
home- Half time they get 
their hands on some 
hivver and disappear into 
the night’s black on some 
bad trip, never seen 
again- Damn kips- 
Not long afore the Eater 
comes round and scavs 
what oddities she can dig 
up and drag back to 
mother Knows where. 


See temall the time...” 
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Various Fistorical 
interpretations of 
“Three Kips in the Haze" 


Face Value - it's just a warning 
about being too: inexperienced to 
enter the haze- 


The Dangerous Fringe - much like the 
"Face Value” interpretations, but 
expanded to represent all the 
dangers present in the Fringe 


The Freight Wars - represents the 
uneasy peace between Dugall Freight 
and the exploitative Round Power and 
everyone caught in between. 


The Internal Struggle (Pathean 
origin) - the kips are new ideas 
that enter our mind that we can 
choose to live with or destroy. 


Gaelean - the kips are black holes 
to be respected and worshiped. 


Dark Ether House - the kips are 
black holes and more must be 


inviting into the haze- 


Pyramid Order - "Three Kips in-the 
Haze” is a modern retelling of 
"Strangers ina Dark Forest” found 
in ancient sacred texts- The 
interpretation is not to be 
revealed. f 
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According to a Dugall Freight 
intelligence dossier, the self 
proclaimed ‘Poet-Warrior’ Reggie 
Mouet could be considered fairly 
intelligent for a Fringeling- Folks 
in the Fringe believe that the 
fabrications by and about Mouet are 
so numerous that even the 
Poet-Warrior himself might not be 
able to separate fact from fiction 
when it comes to his own. life 
anymore- What can be said for sure 
is that during the Freight Wars 
Mouet spread all sorts of propaganda 
for Round Power- It was during this 
time that he started calling himself 
the Poet-Warrior- He did his part in 
the war against Dugall Freight and 
his weapon of choice was art- Mouet 
recruited all sorts of artists to 
create works honoring Man Earlie and 
Round Power or discrediting Dugall 
Freight and the Beshtala-Chanko 
elites. The Beshtala-Chanko 
military think-tank Fusal would 
later on state the following: "the 
so-called Poet-Warrior’s greatest 
contribution to the war was his 
ability to corrupt the 
Beshtala-Chanko youth by polluting 
the music charts with Fringeling 
filth". Mouet has also published 
many works of his own. or at least 
works of which he claimed were his- 
This latter point has led to several 
highly publicized falling-outs 
between Mouet and Fringe-based 
artists- It is rumored that Bonebox’ 
refusal to cooperate with Round 
Power was because of this- After the 
war the Poet-Warrior was no longer 
bound to Round Power. He continued 
to work (and steal from) artists in 
the Fringes bringing their works to 
Beshtala-Chanko.- 
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This collage here is a collection of ‘patterned iconographic poetry’™* 
commonly seen in the Fringe- These were part of a performance piece Mouet 
dubbed ‘The Propaganda Bombing Run Over The Scablands Honoring The Glorious 
Mister Fred” that he carried out over Skarem- Thousands of such images were 
dropped from his ship over the Scablands- The collection seen here depicts 
one hundred of these visual poems- Many observers were surprised by this 
work’s seemingly contradictory nature- Its title and the poems” content seem 
to be a tribute to Man Earlie’s grandson. Frederick Early- This in itself 
is strange considering a lot of Mouet’s recent statements depict Man 
Earlie’s grandson as insane- It is said that Mouet had scoured the Fringe, 
asking for veterans of the Freight Wars to share their words for this piece. 
More likely is that Mouet had some of his underlings put these pieces 
together. 


*Patterned iconography poetry turns a picture into ‘an icon, surrounding it with small poems in the corners that generally 
fit into a. mathematical pattern. This could be in the form of squared blocks of text (for example five lines, each 


consisting of a single word of five characters) or blocks of text that form a pattern based:on the amount of characters. 
It should be remarked. that some languages in the Fringe work better for this sort of poetry than others. 
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A space shanty. 
An ancient chant. 


Moh 


(Verse 1) 

In a nebula's embrace, where star-forged tales arise, 
Driftweavers ply their trade, with ever-watchful eyes. 
Nexseekers scour the charts, for places yet unseen, 

While Shardminers delve deep, where few have ever been. 


(Chorus) 

To the skies, to the great expanse, 

Where dreamers dance and starships prance. 
In the glow of a pulsar's light, 

The Fringe beckons, day and night. 


(Verse 2) 

Chrono-scribes pen the past, on data’s age-old spire, 
Echoing tales of the Starshades, and the Nebula Choir. 
Silversmiths forge their craft, in the heart of a supernova, 
Crafting relics of a time, when the old worlds were nova: 


(Verse 3) 

Mistwalkers tread the void, on pathways made of dreams, 
Their echoes whisper stories, in subtle unseen streams. 

While Gatekeepers guard the rifts, that lead to realms unknown, ~ 
Ensuring that The Fringe remains a place that we call home. 


(Bridge) 

In the dance of shadows and stardust haze, 

A myriad of roles, in this cosmic maze. 

Every heartbeat, every role we play, 

Shapes the tapestry of The Fringe, in a unique way. 


(Chorus) 

Lift the banners, sound the call, 

In The Fringe, there's a place for all. 
From the void to the astral height, 
Together we stand, in radiant light. 


(Verse 4) 

Lorebinders weave the tales, of ancient Fringe folklore, 

While Starweavers chart the skies, discovering evermore. 
And in the depths, the Voidseers peer, into the abyss so deep, 
Guarding secrets of The Fringe, that they’ve sworn to keep. 


(Outro) 

So, in this reaim of wonder, where galaxies intertwine, 
Countless roles converge, under the stars’ design. 

In The Fringe, where destinies align and gleam, 
Together we journey, chasing a collective dream. 


(Ending Chorus) 

To the vastness, to the frontier's edge, 

Where new stories are forged, and old vows pledge. 
In the heart of The Fringe, where dreams take flight, 
We celebrate every role, in the boundless night. 
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Note: CDEFGABC - 'v" and ‘A" are visual representations of drawing 
VAVAVAVA breath (in or out) but don't relate to performance. 


Melody: CDEDC GEC - "q' stands for a quarter note, "h" stands for a half 


Rhythm: qqqqhhhh > note. 
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"PARANOIA 
MASS 
DESTROYA,4 
VACANT" 


-THE CHANT 
REPETITION 
OF YE OL" 
SUCKTOOTH 
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"MEAT AND GREET™ SIGNS ARE 
FOR THE LAZY. STAY AWARE; 
READ AND TEAR- 


"ROCK. PAPER, SCISSORS" ARE 
NOT JUST FOR KNEE-HIGHS. 


"CHALK 
AND CHODE™ 
IS FOR 
THOSE 
WITHOUT A 
GASTROTECH. 
RESPECT ONE 
WHEN SEE 
"EM 
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THE LAWLESS WILDERNESS _ 


Descend into a world of ancient wonders 
to discover the lands behind the legends! 
Walk past towering stone cliffs, through 
avenues of wonder, and into vast valleys 
amid the desert sands. Then, cruise down 
the Channels and anchor at remote sand 
beaches beneath the Milo Breach, where 
you will see firsthand the Battlefield of 
Lykenrot. End your adventure on the lush 
jungle of the Iris, where our skilled 
Gastrotechs await to serve you only the 
finest in Skarem Cuisine. 


Book your vacation now, 
and experience all that 
Skarem has to offer! 


Safety not guaranteed. Travelers on this expedition proceed at their own risk. Krafty Travel are not the source or-supplier of 
the travel services, and-acts solely as an agent for the actual suppliers of such services. Be advised that the suppliers 
whose names appear in the information supplied to me are solely responsible for providing the travel services purchased. 
Booking implies understanding and consent that: 1) agents are not responsible for travelers well-being or survival; 2) fail to 
comply with any applicable law or custom is travelers’ responsibility; and; 3) Agency will not be held liable in any negligent 
act or omission that causes me any sort of injury, damage, discomfort or inconvenience including and up to death. 
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A potential danger to yourself + the creature. 
Please wait for complete maturation. 
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LRB914-FILTERED NOZ TUBES 
ALLOW FOR SAFE SCENT-TESTS 
IN THE FIELD 


BYPASS MECHANISM THAT 
SOLVES THE WELL-DOCUMENTED 
DIFFICULTIES OF BREATHING 
IN MOST MOUTH MACHINES. 


REPLACEMENT NOZ TUBES SOLD SEPARATELY. 
MODEL: BMF-P-4 /// ELEMENT CODE: 144 


[ PROPRIETARY ] 


(// ELEMENT CODE: 3 ian ‘ 


HY) MODEL: 


BMF-P- 


Are we the only intelligent 
life in the universe? 


That oft asked: question is at the 
true heart of the well-known fable 
"Three Kips in the Haze”. 


The answer is we are not- 

The answer is we are -a bumbling 
species ‘of kips hollering in a haze 
full of more experienced drifters. 


The question is why have we been 
permitted to exist even this long? 


That answer is we need to shut up or 
we will be shut. up- 


Permanently. 
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Ms The Round Power Expansion Brigade 
is being rapidly filled up and is under new orders 
for Marching, within 30 Cycles! WE NEED YOU! 


|. Members of the Round Power Expansion Brigade 
will be paid from the day of engagement, and 
equipped thusly: 


> 1 Expansion Brigade Uniform, sized to your specs. 
> 1*Candlestick Sidearm, including ammunition. 
> 10 Cycles supply of Round Power Rations. 


PLUS: Full authorization to eliminate any and all 
non-Round Power threats. 


en 14GC3; 
Earlie Prime 


Returned Volunteers will be allowed a liberal furlough. Quarters and Subsistence furnished 
immediately upon engagement. Uniforms will be issued as soon as ready. 


Headquarters” 


MAGANE WAS A DOCKWORHKER 
SP THE BESHTALA-GHANKO SHIPYAPAS FO SECAUSe Ne AREAMEO OF THE sTans 


OF THE SRINGE 


LATELY, HE FOUND 
THAT HE DION'T SUEN SEE 


IT WAS DIFFICULT WORK THE 
AND IT NEUES ENDEO STARS ANY MORE 


ALL KINDS OF SEOSLE AND MATERIEL 
PASSED THROUGH, GOING IN OR OUT 


MEGANE Sau a CHANCES 
HE'D NEVER Had BEF 
NOS WOULD AGAR 


BUT HE HAD NEUES FELT £ : g 
‘SO ALONE : AND HE ALTERED THE MANIFEST 


MADE SURE HE WAS THERE 


He 
TO WATCH THE SHISSING UNIT 

THAT NIGHT, INSTEAD OF DINNER, 
UTES ES Mec Es Serr MAGANE MADE His ESCAPES 


9 ‘Soe s « HE HAD NEVER BEEN THROUGH 
BE OSUVUERED TO THE URONG SHIS THIS PART OF THE MEGALOPOLIS 


THE HAUL DRAGGED FOR MONTHS 
WHEN HE ARRIVED 4T THE SHI 

AS MAGANE HID HIMSELS 
AND FOUND AN UNATTENDED AIRLOCK QMONG CARGO SN PErUS 


HE HAD NEVER BEEN SO Aeraio | 
f euT iT WAS TIME TO SAY GOORBYS 


HE MUST NOT BE FOUND HERE 


ANID UESNT NEAR MAD 
FROM ISOLATION 


BETWEEN SCROUNGING FOR FOOD 
AND ESCABING SUSMICIOVUS CREW 


MAGANE LEARNED ABOUT HIS MECH SLIT 


- MAGANE AND HIS MECH SUIT 
HIS EXCITEMENT KEST HIM SANE me DISEMBARKED EARLY 


\ 2 
HE 440 FOUND ANEW SLANET ¥ 
TO FULSILL His OF EAMS BoA depos 
= = S Mie 


i SUT He Was AS ALONE 45 SUER 
WITH NO BES ON SKAREM 
IT WAS HARD TO FIND WORK 


MAGANES HAD MADE IT TO THE SRINGE 


SOON, BUERY HIP KNEW 
HS KIND OF TROVBLE 


AND HE NO LONGER 
WANTED FOR WORK 
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Protection in the Voids 
#: We SHIP INDIVIDUAL OR BULK IcOoMsS 
f TO EVERY SPACE STATION BEYOND THE : 


CORE AND EACH OF THE FIVE MAJOR J 
TRANSPORT HUBS FOR EASY DELIVERY & 


3 MiesSAGE US FOR ORDERS: st 
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RANGE? j 

TURN A 

NOZZLE 

INTO A 
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OF ANY INFORMATION 
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THAT COULD 

INCARCERATION 


OR 


14 


ta 
Sessazs 


Wi ' 
i BER OSL SESESLS-OSds0SS DSGSSSS- SSO DSRS ELeS- Ses Lessa DESRoRShS SHO SST 


scenes ESS bess 


BRRETIAGS oOnFr 


G 
F. 
, 
| | 
i |= 
NT 
al 
E 
= 
L 
™ 
Ir 


Srpsa Ss 


{IOSTRACIZING DUMPY{}ENGAGING DIATRIBE 
{}SINGEING DREADS {} STOCKING CREAM 
{}UNLOCKING EVAC DOORS{}SHUFFLING SAP CANS 
{} CLOCKING UP THE HERTZ(} STUFFING DRORES 
{}UNDOCKING THE GOOSE {} MUFFLING ZUNE TUNES 
{} SYNCHRONIZING GOD} GRAFTING GAMES 

{} WASHING “THE CUP"{} SIFTING THE SQUARES 
{} BENDING “THE NAIL"{} EATING THE CURDLE) 
{} EATING “SPOONS" {} BAKING THE BREAD 


S STILL AT LARGE 
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These are graphics you can use for stickers, 
flyers. t-shirts. and petty vandalism. They may not 
be used for profit, or altered in any way- Scratch- 
bomb the system! Help spread the message- 
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DON'T DIE 


THE. FRINGELING’S 
FRIEND. 


: DON’T BE A SUCKER 
'e. AVOID USER KIT 
 & ie 
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FROM RUSKERS! 


mAMwE CAS TEN AHS FHS WEHES HS FEN 


FREE FRINGE! 


_ THE FRINGELING’S. FRIEND. 


OGLTC PUZ2 LES 


Stories shared around the Fringe aren’t known for their attention to details... 
well, not accurate ones at least. Sort out the snippets below to figure out what 
tall tales have been spreading around the Bench as of late. 
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DUZT 
THE SHRIEK 


FANCY KARL 


MITO 


FOWES TRENT 


JUICEBOX 
KHULARK 

MURK RING 
YUM NUBS 
IVORY TAR 
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LOOT EATER 


IVORY TAR 


>> Logic puzzles 
are solved by 
process of 
elimination, 
using the grid 
provided- The 
correct solution 
is each Drifter 
matched to an 
item and f 
location with no 
repeats. 
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CLUES: 


1. “If it’s Earlie Prime you're talking about, neither the Shriek nor Fowes were near there.” 
2. “I heard this Scablands drifter traded a whole stack of scableaf for some Ivory Tar.” 
3. “Who's got Skrits? Loot Eater has the access, Fancy Karl's got the funds.” 

4. “Nah, Mito’s off at Haro Haro chasing a rumor Juiceboxes are there.” 


5. “Not the Scablands, not Earlie Prime, not the Void. Duzi’s counting khularks 
somewhere else. But Fancy Karl's been spotted at one of those, you see?” 


6. “Skrit in the Iris... Rumor says Fowes got a message from some drifter.” 
7. “| hear Early Prime bought out a whole route just for Yum Nubs.” 


8. “He’s all about frequencies and such but do not ask him about the Murk Ring if you're 
short on time; Shriek’ll never use it.” 


fs Ss 


There you have it- A little bit of 
something from every corner of the 
void- 


I sit here in my ‘Docker sipping a 
mug and staring out into the ink, 
wonderin’ where the next yarn will 
pop its head out like a Khulark in 
the green. 


Used to get lonely on these long 
drifts- Without another to bounce 
chant off. the mind tends to mush- 
Can be real hard to come back to 
solid and hold a conversation- You 
can always spot the ones been out too 
long..raving and rambling with 
madness and a crazy shine in their 
eye- Half the time you can’t even 
understand em- 


For me though, most cycles I prefer 
to be drifting. Always on the move, 
the signal never stops- 


So it goes. 


I have been lucky to have been gifted 
such tales to tell as these- From the 
nomadic ‘roid -miners ie) the 
stuffshirts back in BC space, their 
chant will live on- Each soul I 
encounter is a new friend. and each 
of their stories a new chapter in my 
own solitary saga- 

The longer I"m out’ here, the 
unquenchable thirst for a new tale 
ever grows- I’m not sure I71l ever 
stop- 


It’s been said it’s the journey, not 
the destination that teaches us the 
most vital lessons- It’s the Void 
itself that holds the secrets we 
yearn for- I have danced with dust 
and sung ballads to the _= stars, 
hoping their chant would grace (‘these 
pages- And they have delivered- 3 


So if you see me out there floating, 
send a wave- You’ve always got a 
friend in the fringe- 


-Ed 


“The Fringeling’s Friend” is an 
unofficial fanzine set in the 
science fiction world of “The 

Fringe” (created by Chris 
Caldwell and Zeek Earl) by 
members of “The Fringe™ Discord 
Channel- Organized by James 
Lloyd (FutureGhost)., Taylor 
DuBose (corko_drimples). and 
Jay Smith (bazookabeard).- 


Thank you to all the 
contributors: 


Jupiter_Fulminator RIPTIDE; 
sirsean,s kennyjacobson, 
stefan_bitsblitzdesigns, 
bit_deus., Asha circaldby, 
Frendsen; and aidanrae.- 


Special Thanks to Thain_OS for 
all of the amazing in-world 
fonts and to the official 
filmmaking team for the support 
and letting us play in your 
sandbox: 
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Shreik Illustration by Taylor DuBose >>> 
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